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The ARGUMENT. 


The ſubjett propoſed. Addreſs to Lord WII- 
 _ MINGToN. Firſt approach of WINTER. 
* According to the natural order of the ſeaſon, 
various ſtorms deſcribed. Rain. Wind. Snow. 
The driving of the ſnows 4 man periſhing 
among them. A ſhort digreſſion into Russ 1A. 
The wolves in TTALY. A Wwinter-evening 
deſcribed, as ſpent by . philoſophers ; ; by the 
couutiy, people; in the city. Froſt. Tts e 
fefts within the polar circle, A thaw. The 
whole concluding with philoſophical reflection: 


on @ future ſlate. 


EE Winter comes, to rule the va- 


ol ried year, | 
7 . Sullen, and ſad, with all his riſing * 
08 en 
Vapours, and Clouds, and Storms. Be theſe my 
theme, 


Theſe, that exalt the ſoul. to ſolemn thought, 
And heavenly; muſing. Welcome, kindred glooms! 
A 3 Co- 
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Cogenial horrors, hail! with frequent foot, 6 
Pleas'd have I, in my chearful morn of life, 
When nurs'd by careleſs Solitude I liv'd, 
And ſung of Nature with unceaſing joy, 
Pleas'd haye I wander'd thro' your rough domain ; 
Trod the pure virgin- ſnows, myſelf as pure; II 
Heard the winds roar, and the big torrent burſt; 
Or ſeen the deep, fermenting tempeſt brew'd 
In the red evening-sk y. Thus paſs 4 the time, 
Til thro' the lucid chambers of the ſouth 1 5 
Look'd out the joyous Spring, look'd ont, and ſmil d. 


To thee, the patron of her firſt eſſu, 
The muſe, O Milmington! renews her ng. 
Since has the rounded the revolving Tear 
Skim'd the gay Spring ; on cage-pinioiis dome, 20 
Attempted thro the Jummer- blaze to riſe; 

Then ſwept o'er Autumn. with the ſhadowy gale; 
And now among the vintry clouds again, 
Roll'd in the doubling ftotm, ſhe tries to ſoar ; 
N To 
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To ſwell her note with all the ruſhing winds; 25 
To ſuit her ſounding cadence to the floods; 
As is her theme, her numbers wildly great : 
Thrice happy! could ſhe fill thy judging car 
With bold deſcription, and with manly-thought. 
For thee the Graces ſmooth; thy ſofter thoughts 
The Muſes tune; nor art thou skill A G e 
In auful ſchemes, the management of fates, 
And how to make a mighty people thrive : 
But equal goodneſs; found integrity; 
A firm, unſhaken, uncorrupted ſoul, - ih 
Amid. a fliding age; and burning ſtrong, 
Not vainly blazing, for thy country's weal, 
A ſteady ſpirit, regularly free; 
Theſe, each exalting each, the ſtateſman light 
Into the patriot ; and, tlie publick hope 40 
And eye to thee cotiyerting, bid the muſe | 
Record what” envy dares not flattery call. 
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When Scorpio gives to Capricorn the ſway, 
And fierce Aquarius fouls th' inverted y car; 
Retiring to the verge of heaven, the ſun 45 
Scarce ſpreads o'er ether the dejected day. | 
Faint are his gleams, and ineffectual ſhoot 

His ſtruggling rays, in horizontal lines, 

'Thro' the thick air; as at dull diftance ſeen, 
Weak, wan, and broad, he skirts the ſouthern sky; 
And, ſoon deſcending, to the long dark night, 51 
Wide-ſhading all, the proſtrate world reſigns. 
Nor is the night unwiſh'd ; while vital heat, 
Light, life, and joy the dubious day forſake. 

- Mean-time, in fable: cincture, ſhadows vaſt, 55 
Deep-ting'd, and damp, and congregated clouds, 
And all the yapoury turbulence: of heaven 
' Involve the face of thing Thus Winter falls, 
A heavy gloom oppreſive o er the world, 1 E 
Thro' nature ſhedding influence malign, 60 


And rouſes ull the ſeeds: of dark diſeaſe. 


The 
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The foul of man dies in him, loathing life, 
And black with horrid views. The cattle droop 
The conſcious head; and o'er the furrow'd land, 
Red from the plow; the dun diſcolour'd flocks, 
Untended ſpieading, crop the wholeſome root. 66 
Along the woods, along the mooriſh fens, 

Sighs the ſad genius of the coming ftorm ; 

And up among the looſe, disjointed cliffs, 

And fractur'd mountains wild, the brawling brook, 
And cave, preſageful, ſend a hollow moan, 
Reſounding long in liſtening fancy's car. 
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Then comes the father of the tempeſt forth, 
Striding the gloomy blaſt. Firſt rains obſcure 74 
Drive thro' the mingling skies, with vapour vile; 
Daſh on the mountain's brow, and ſhake the woods, 
That grumbling wave below, Th' unſightly plain 
Lies a brown deluge ; as the low-bent clouds 
Pour flood on flood, yet uncxhauſted ſtill 


Combine, and deepening into night ſhut up 80 
| The 


10 N 

The day's fair face. The wanderers of heaven, 
Each to his home, retire; ſave thoſe that love 
To take their paſtime in the troubled air, 
Or skimming flutter round the dimply pool. 
The cattle from th' untaſted fields return, - 8 
And ask, with meaning lowe, their wonted' ſtalls, 
Or ruminate in the contiguous ſhade. 

Thither the houfhold, feathery people crowd, 
The creſted cock, with alt his female train, 89 
Penſive, and wet. Mean- while the cottage- ſwain 
Hangs o'er th' enlivening blaze, and taleful there 
Recounts his ſimple frolick : much he talks, 

And much he laughs, nor recks the ſtorm that blows 
Without, and rattles on his humble roof. 


Wide o'er the brim; with many a torrent ſwell d, 
And the mix'd ruins of its banks o'erfpread;, 36 
At laft the rous:d·up river pours along, 
Reſiſtleſs, roaring ; dreadful down it comes 
From the chapt mountain, and the moſſy, 3 
Tumbling 
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Tumbling thro rocks abrupt, and ſounding far: 
Then o'er the fanded valley floating fpreads, 101 
Galm, ſluggiſh, ſilent; till again conftrain'd, 
Betwixt two meeting hills it burſts a way, 
Where rocks, and woods o'erhang the turbid ſtream 
There gathering triple force, rapid, and deep, xo5 
It boils, and wheels, and foams, and thunders thro. 


Nature ! great parent! whoſe continual hand 
Rolls round the ſeaſons of the changeful year, 
How mighty, how majeſtic are thy works ! 

With what a pleaſing dread they ſwell the ſoul ! 
That ſees aftoniſh'd! and aſtoniſh'd ſings! 111 
Ye too, ye winds! that now begin to blow, 

With boiſterous ſweep, I raiſe my voice to you, 
Where are your ſtores, ye ſubtil beings! ſay, 
Where your aerial magazines reſery'd, I15 
Apainſt the day of tempeſt perilous? 

In what far-diſtant region of the sky, 
Hufſh'd in dead fitence, ſleep you when 'tis calm? 


Late 
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Late in the lowring sky, red, fiery ſtreaks 
Begin to fluſh about; the reeling clouds | 120 
Stagger with dizzy poiſe, as doubting yet 
Which maſter to obey : while riſing flow, 


Blank, in the leaden-colour'd caſt, the moon 


Wears a wan circle round her ſully'd orb. 
The ftars obtuſe emit a ſhivering ray; 125 
Snatch'd in ſhort eddies plays the fluttering ſtraw; 
Loud ſhrieks the ſoaring hern; and, skreaming wild, 
The circling ſea-fowl riſe ; while from the ſhore, 
Eat into caverns by the reſtleſs wave, 
And foreſt-ruſtling mountain, comes a voice, 130 
That ſolemn- ſounding bids the world prepare. 
Then iſſues forth the ſtorm, with mad controul, 
And the thin fabrick of the pillar'd air 
O'erturns at once. Prone, on the paſſive main, 
Deſcends th ethereal force, and with ſtrong guſt 
— ge 
Thro' the loud night, that bids the waves ariſe, 
Te | Laſh'd 
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Laſh'd into foam, the fierce, conflicting brine 
Seems, as it ſparkles, all around to burn. | 
Mean-time whole oceans, heaving to the clouds, 
And in broad billows rolling gather'd ſeas, 141 
Surge over ſurge, burſt in a general roar, 

And anchor'd navies from their ſtations drive, 
Wild as the winds athwart the howling waſte 

Of mighty waters. Now the hilly wave 145 
Straining they ſcale, and now impetuous ſhoot 
Into the ſecret chambers of the deep, 

The full-blown Ba#zck thundering o'er their head. 
Emerging thence again, before the breath 

Of all-exerted heaven they wing their courſe, 150 
And dart on diſtant coaſts; if ſome ſharp rock, 

Or ſand inſidious break not their career, 


And in looſe fragments fling them floating round. 
Nor raging here alone unrein d at ſea, 
To land the tempeſt bears; and o'er the cliff, 155 
Where ſcreams the ſea-mew, foaming unconfin d. 
Fierce ſwallows up the long · reſounding ſhore. 
The 
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The mountain growls; and all its ſturdy fons 
Stoop to the bottom of the rocks they ſhade. 
Lone on its midnight ſide, and all aghaft, 
The dark, way-faring ftranger breathleſs toils, 
And, often falling, climbs againſt the blaſt, 
Low waves the rooted foreſt, vex'd, and ſheds 
What of its tarniſh'd honours yet remain; 
Daſh'd down, and ſcatter d, by the tearing wind's 
Aſſiduous fury, its gigantic limbs, x66 
Thus ftruggling thro! the diffipated grove, 

The whirling tempeſt rayes along the plain; 

And on the cottage thatch'd, or lordly roof, 
Keen-faftening, ſhakes them to the ſolid baſe, 170 
Sleep frighted fies; and round the rocking dome, 
For entrance eager, howls the ſavage blaft, 

Then too, they ſay, thro' all the burthen'd air 
Long groans are heard, ſhrill ſounds, and diſtant ſighs, 
That, utter d by the demon of the night, - © 175 
Warn the deydted wretch of woe, and death; 
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Huge Uproer lords it wide. The clouds commix d 
With ſtars ſwiſt-gliding ſweep along the sky. 
All nature reels. Till nature's King, who oft 
Amid tempeſiuous darkne6 dwells alone, 
And on the wings of the carecring wind 
Walks dreadfully ſerene, commands a calm; 

Then ſtraight air, ſea, and earth are hufſh'd at once, 


180 


As yet tis midnight waſte. The weary clouds, 
Slow- meeting, mingle into ſolid gloom. 185 
Now, while the drowſy world lies loſt in ſleep, 
Let me affociate with the ſerious Nzght, 

And Contemplation her ſedate compeer ; 
Let me ſhake off th' intruſive cares of day, 
And lay the meddling ſenſes all afide. x90 


And now, ye lying Vanities of life! 
Ye evertempting, ever · cheating train! 
Where are you now? und what is your amount? 
; * | " Vexa- 


F 
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Vexation, diſappointment, and remorſe, 

Sad, fickening thought! and yet deluded man, 

A ſcene of crude disf6inted viſions paſt, + 196 
And broken ſlumbers, riſes ſtill reſolv d, 2 
With new-fluſh'd hopes to run the giddy round. 


Fathet of light, and life! thou Good ſupreme ! 
O teach me what is' good ! teach me thyſelf! :200 
Save me from folly, vanity, and vice, 

From every low purſuit ! and feed my ſoul 
With knowledge, conſcious peace, and virtue pure, 
| Sacred, ſubſtantial, never- fading bliſs ! 


Ss ©. „ 
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The keener tempeſts come: and fuming dun 
From all the livid eaſt, or piercing north, 206 
Thick clouds aſcend ; in whoſe capacious mb 
A vapoury deluge lies, to ſnow congeal d. 
Heavy they roll their fleecy world along 
And the sky ſaddens with the gather d ſtorm. 210 
Thro' the huſh'd air the whitening ſhower delcends, 

A1 At 
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At firſt thin-wavering; till at laſt the flakes 
Fall broad, and wide, and faſt, dimming the day. 
With a continual flow. Sudden the fields 
Put on their winter-robe, of pureſt white. 215 
'Tis brightneſs all; ſave where the new ſnow melts, 
Along the mazy ftream. The leafleſs woods 
Bow their hoar heads, And, ere the languid ſun 
Faint from the weſt emits his evening ray, 
Earth's univerſal face, deep-hid, and chill, 220 
Is one wild, dazzling waſte, The labourer-ox 
Stands cover'd o'er with ſnow, and then demands 
The fruit of all his toil, The fowls of heaven, 
Tam'd by the cruel ſeaſon, crowd around 224 
The winnowing ftore, and claim the little boon 
That Providence allows. The Red-breaſt ſole, 
Wiſely regardful of th' embroiling sky, 
In joyleſs fields, and thorny thickets, leaves 
His ſhivering fellows, and to truſted man 
His annual viſit pays, New to the dome 230 
Againſt the window beats, then brisk alights 

B On 
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On the warm hearth, and hopping o'er the floor 
Eyes all the ſmiling Family askance, | 
And pecks, and ſtarts, and wonders where he is; 
Till, more familiar grown, the table-crumbs 235 
Attract his ſlender feet. The foodleſs wilds 
Pour forth their brown inhabitants. The hare, 
Tho timorous of heart, and hard beſet 
By death in various forms, dark ſnares, and dogs, 
And more unpitying men, the garden ſecks, 
Urg'd on by fearleſs want. The bleating kind 241 
Eye the bleak heaven, and next the gliſtening earth, 
With looks of dumb deſpair. then fad, diſpers'd, 
Dig for the wither'd herb thro' heaps of ſnow. 


Now, ſhepherds, to your helpleſs charge be kind, 
Baffle the raging year, and fill their pens 2-46 
With food at will; lodge them below the ſtorm, 
And watch them ſtrict: for from the bellowing caſt, 
In this dire ſeaſon, oft the whirlwind's wing 


Sweeps up the burthen of whole wintry plains 


In 
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In one wide waft, and oer the hapleſs flocks, 25x 
Hid in the hoHO of two neighbouring hills, 
The billowy tempeſt whelms ; till upwards urg d, 
The valley to à ſhining mountain ſwells, 
Tipt with a wreath; high-cutling in the sky. 255 


As thus the ſnows ariſe; and foul, and fierce, 
All winter drives along the darken'd air; 
In his own looſe-reyolving fields, the ſwain 
Diſafter'd ſtands; ſees other hills aſcend 


Of unknown joyleſs brow; and other ſcenes, 


Of horrid proſpect, ſhag the trackleſs plain: 2& x 


Nor finds the river, nor the foreſt, hid 


Beneath the white abrupt; but wanders on 
From hill to dale, ſtill more and more aſtray : 


\ Impatient flouncing thro? the drifted heaps, 265 


Stung with the thoughts of home; the thoughts of 
home 


Ruſh on his neryes, and call their vigour forth 
In many a vain effort. How ſinks his foul ! 
What black deſpair, what horror fills his heart ! 

B 2 When 
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When for the dusky ſpst, that fancy feign d 270 
His tufted cottage riſing thro. the ſnow, 

He meets the roughneſs of the middle waſte, 

Far from the tract, and bleſt abode of man: 
While round him night reſiſtleſs cloſes faſt, 

And every tempeſt, howling o'er his head, 
Renders the ſavage wilderneſs more wild. 276 
Then throng the buſy ſhapes into his mind, 

Of cover'd pits, unfathomably deep, 

A dire deſcent! beyond the power of froſt, 

Of faithleſs boggs; of precipices huge, 280 
Smooth'd up with ſnow; and, what is land unknown, 
What water, of the ſtill unfrozen eye, 

In the looſe marſh, or ſolitary lake, 
Where the freſh fountain from the bottom boils. 

| Theſe check his fearful ſteps; and down he ſinks 
Beneath the ſhelter of the ſhapeleſs drift, 286 
Thinking o'er all the bitterneſs of death, 
Mix'd with the tender anguiſh nature ſhoots 
Thro' the wrung boſom of the dying man, 


His 
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His wife, his children, and his friends unſeen. 

In vain for him th' officious wife prepares 291 
The fire fair-blazing, and the veſtment warm; 
In vain his little children, peeping out 
Into the mingling rack, demand their ſire, 


With tears of artleſs innocence. Alas! 295 
Nar wife, nor children more ſhall he behold, 

Nor friends, nor ſacred home. On every nerve, 
The deadly winter ſeizes; ſhuts up ſenſe; 

And, o'er his ſtronger vitals creeping cold, 299 
Lays him along the ſnows, a Rtiffen'd corſe, 
Unftretch'd, and bleaching in the northern blaſt, 


Ah little think the gay licentious proud, 
Whom pleafure, power, and affluence ſurround ; 
They, who their thoughtleſs hours in giddy mirth, 


And wanton, often cruel, riot waſte; 305 
Ah little think they, while they dance along, 


How many feel this yery moment, death 
And all the fad yariety of pain. 
Se B 3 How 
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How many fink in the deyouring: flood, 309 
Or more devouring flame. How many blecd, 
By ſhameful variance betwixt man and man.' 
How many pine in want, and dungeon glooms ; 
Shut from the common air, and common uſe 
Of their own limbs. How many drink the cup 
Of baleful grief, or eat the bitter bread ᷑ 315 
Of miſery. Sore pierc'd by wintry winds, 
How many ſhrink into the ſordid hut 
Of chearleſs poverty. How many ſhake 
With all the fiercer tortures of the mind, 319 
Unbounded paſſion, madneſs, guilt, remorſe ; 
Whence tumbled headlong from the height of life, 
They furniſh matter for the tragic muſe. 
Even in the vale, where Wiſdom loves to dwell, 
With Friendſhip, Peace, and Contemplation join d, 
How many, rackt with honeſt paſſions, drop 
In deep retir'd diſtreſs, How many ſtand || 326 
Around the death-bed of their deareſt ftiends, 


Like wailing penſive ghoſts awaiting theirs, 
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And point the parting pang. Thought but fond man 
Of theſe, and all the thouſand nameleſs ills, 
That one inceſſant ſtruggle render life, 331 
One ſcene of toil, of anguiſh, and of fate, 
Vice in his high carcer would ftand appall'd, 
And heedlefs rambling impulſe learn to think; 
The conſcious heart of Charity would warm, 
And his wide wiſh Beneyolence dilate ; 336 
The ſocial tear would riſe, the ſocial ſigh ; 
And into clear perfection, gradual bliſs, 
Refining ftill, the ſocial paſſions work. 


And here can I forget the generous few, 340 
Who, touch'd with human woe, redreſſive ſought 
Into the horrors of the gloomy jail ? 

Unpitied, and unheard, where Miſery moans; 
Where Sickneſs: pines; where Thirſt and Hanger 
And poor Misfortune feels the laſh of Vice, 345 
While in the land of liberty, the land 
Whoſe every ſtreet, and public meeting glows 
B 4 Wit' 
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With open freedom, little tyrants rag d-: 348 
Snatch'd the lean morſel from the ſtarving mouth; 
Tore from cold, wintry limbs the tatter'd robe; 
Even robb'd them of the laſt of comforts, ſleep ; 
The free-born Briton to the dungeon chain'd, 
Or, as the luſt of cruelty prevail'd, 353 
At pleaſure mark'd him with inglorious ſtripes; 
And cruſh'd out lives, by various nameleſs ways, 
That for their country would have toil'd, or bled. 
Hail patriot-band ! who, ſcorning ſecret ſcorn, 
When Juſtice, and when Mercy led the way, 
Dragg'd the detected monſters into light, 359 
Wrench'd from their hand Oppreſlion's iron rod, 
And bade the cruel feel the pains they gave. 
Yet ſtop not. here, let all the land rejoice, 
And make the bleſſing unconfin'd, as great. 
Much ftill untouch'd remains; in this rank age, 
Much is the patriot's weeding hand requir d. 365 
The toils of law, (what dark inſidious men 
Have cumbrous added to perplex the truth, 

And 
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And lengthen ſimple juſtice into trade) 

Oh glorious were the day! that ſaw theſe broke, 
And every man within the reach of right. 370 


Yet more outragious is the ſeaſon ftill, 
A deeper horror, in Siberian wilds ; 
Where Winter keeps his unrejoicing court, 
And in his airy hall the loud miſrule 
Of driving tempeſt is for ever heard. 375 
There thro* the ragged woods abſorpt in ſnow, 
Sole tenant of theſe ſhades, the ſhaggy bear, 
ü With dangling ice all horrid, ſtalks forlorn; 
Slow-pac'd and ſowrer as the ſtorms increaſe, 
He makes his bed beneath the driſted ſnow; 380 
And, ſcorning the complainings of diſtreſa, 
Hardens his heart againſt aſſailing want. 
While tempted vigorous o'er the marble waſte, 
On fleds reclin'd,” the furry Ruſſian ſits; 
And, by his'rain-deer drawn, behind him throws 
A ſhining kingdom in a winter's day. 386 
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Or from the cloudy Alps, and Appenine, 
Capt with grey miſts, and everlaſting ſnows; | 
Where nature in ftupendous ruin lies, 
And from the leaning rock, on either fide, 390 
Guſh out thoſe ſtreams that claſſio ſong renowns : 
Cruel as death, and hungry as the grave! 
Burning for blood! bony, and ghaunt, and grim ! 
Aſſembling wolves in torrent troops deſcend; - - 
And, pouring o'er the country, bear along, 393 
Keen as the north-wind ſweeps the gloſſy ſnow. 
All is their prize. They faſten on the ſteed, 
Preſs him to earth, and pierce his mighty heart. 
Nor can the bull his awful front defend, 
Or ſhake the murdering fa vages away. 400 
Rapacious, at the mother's: throat they fly, 
And tear the ſcreaming infant from her breaſt. 
The godlike face of man avails him nought. 
Even beauty, force divine! at whoſe bright glance 
The generous-lyon ſtands in ſoſtenꝰ d gaze, 495 
| Here 
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Here bleeds, a hapleſs, undiſtinguiſn'd prey. | 
But if, appriz'd of the ſevere attack, 
The country be ſhut up, lur'd by the ſcent, 
On church-yards drear (inhuman to relate!) ' 
The diſappointed prowlers fall, and dig 410 
The ſhrowded body from the tomb; o'er which, 
Mix d with foul ſhades, and frighted ghoſts, ny 


Now, all amid the rigours of the year, 
In the wild depth of inter, while without 
The ccaſeleſs winds blow ice, be my retreat, 4154 
Between the groaning foreſt and the ſhore, 
Beat by a 'boundleſs multitude of waves, 
A rural, ſhelter'd, ſolitary, ſcene; 
Where ruddy fire and beaming tapers join, 
To chaſe the cheerleſs gloom. There let me fit, 
And hold high conyerſe with the mighty dead; 
Sages of antient time, as gods rever' d, 422 
As gods beneficent, who bleſt mankind - 
With arts, and arms, and humaniz'd a world. 

Rous d 
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Rous d at th' inſpiring thought, I throw aſide 
The long-liy'd volume; and, deep-muſing. hail 
The facred ſhades, that flowly-riſing paſß 427 
Before my wondering eyes. Firſt Socrates, 
Whoſe ſimple queſtion to the folded heart 
Stole unperceiy'd, and from the maze of thought 
Evolv d the ſecret truth—— a god - le man! 431 
Solon the next, who built his common-weal 

On <quity's wide baſe. Lycurgus then, 

Seyerely good ; and him of rugged Rome, 
Numa, who ſoften'd her rapacious ſons, 435 
Cimon ſweet · ſoul d, and Ariftzdes juſt ; 

With that attemper d Hero, mild, and firm, 
Who wept the brother while-the tyrant bled. 
Unconquer'd Cato, virtuous in extreme. 
Scipio, the human warrior, gently brave; 440 
Who ſoon the race of ſpotleſs glory ran, 

And, warm in youth, to the poetic ſhade, 


With friendſhip, and philoſophy, retir d. 
_ * Timoleon. 


And, 
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And, equal to the beſt, the * Theban twain, \ 
Who, ſingle rais'd their country into fame. 445 
Thouſands behind, the boaſt of Greece and Nome, 
Whom Virtue owns, the tribute of a verſe 
Demand; but who can count the ſtars of heaven? 
Who ſing their influence on this lower world? 

But ſee who yonder comes! in ſober ſtate, 450 
Fair, mild, and ſtrong, as is a vernal ſun: | c 
'Tis Phebus ſelf, or elſe the Mantuan ſwain ! * .; 
Great Homer too appears, of daring wing, 

Parent of ſong ! and equal by his fide, 

The Britiſh muſe ; join'd hand in hand they TY 
Darkling, full up the middle ſteep to fame. 456 
Nor abſent are thoſe tuneful ſhades, I ween, 
Taught by the Graces, whoſe inchanting touch 
Shakes every paſſion from the various ſtring ; 

Nor thoſe, who ſolemnize the moral ſcene. 460 
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* Pelopidas and Epaminondas. 
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- Firſt of your kind! ſociety divine! 
Scill vifit thus my nighits, for you reſery'd, 
And mount my ſoaring ſoul to deeds like yours.” 
Silence, thou lonely power! the door be thine; 
See on the hallow'd hour that none intrude, 465 
Save Lycidas the friend, with ſenſe refin'd, 
Learning digeſted well, exalted faith, 
Unſtady'd wit, and humonr ever gay. 
Or from the muſes hill will Pope deſcend, 
To raiſe the ſacred hour, to make it ſunle, 4750 
And with the ſocial ſpirit warm the heart: 
For tho” not ſweeter his own Homer ſings, 
Yet is his life the more endearing ſong. 


Thus in ſome deep retirement would I paſs 
The winter-glooms, with friends of various turn, 


Or blithe, or ſolemn, as the theme infpir'd': 476 


With them would: ſeatch, if this unbounded fame 
Of nature roſe from \unproduQtive night, 
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Or ſprung eternal from th' eternal Cauſe, | 

Its ſprings, its laws, its progreſs and its end. 480 
Hence larger proſpects of the beauteous whole 
Would gradual open on our opening minds; 

And each diffuſive harmony unite, 

In full perfection, to th aſtoniſh'd eye. 

Thence would we plunge into the moral world; 


Which, tho” more ſeemingly perplex d, moves a 

In higher order; fitted, and impell'd, 487 7 

By Wiſdom's fineſt hand, and iſſuing all 

In univerſal good. Hiſtoric truth 

Should next conduct thro' the deeps of time: 

Point us how empire grew, reyolv'd, and fell, 49 

In ſcatter'd ſtates ; what makes the nations ſmile, 

Improves their ſoil, and gives them double ſuns; 

And why they pine beneath the brighteſt skies, 

In nature's richeſt lap. As thus we talk d, 495 

Our hearts would burn within us, would- inhale 

That portion of diyinity, that ray 

Of pureſt heaven, which lights the glorious flame 
Of 
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Of patriots, and of heroes. But if doom'd, 

In powerleſs humble fortune, to repreſs 500 
Theſe ardent riſings of the kindling ſoul; 
Then, even ſuperior to ambition, we 

Would learn the private virtues; how to glide 
'Thro' ſhades and plains, along the ſmootheſt ſtream 
Of rural life: or ſnatch'd away by hope, 505 
Thro' the dim ſpaces of futurity, 
With earneſt eye anticipate thoſe ſcenes 
Of happineſs, and wonder; where the mind, 

In endleſs growth and infinite aſcent, 
Riſes from ſtate to ſtate, and world to world. | 
And when with theſe the ſerious ſoul is foil'd, 
We, ſhifting for relief, would play the ſhapes 
Of frolic fancy; and inceſſant form 513 
Unnumber'd pictures, fleeting o'er the brain, 

Yet rapid ſtill renew'd, and pour'd immenſe 
Into the mind, unbounded without ſpace : 

The great, the new, the beautiful; or mix'd, 
Burleſque, and odd, the riſible and gay; 
| Whence 
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Whenee vivid Wit, and Humour, droll of face, 
Call laughter forth, deep-ſhaking eyery nerye. 520 


Mean-time the village rouzes up the fire; 

While well atteſted, and as well beliey'd, | 
Heard ſolemn, goes the goblin-ftory round; 
Till ſuperſtitious horror creeps o er all. 


Or, frequent in the ſounding hall, they wake } 
The rural gambol. Ruſtic mirth goes round: 526 | 
The fimple jake that takes the ſhepherd's heart. | 
Eaſily pleas d; the long loud laugh, ſincere; 4 * | 
The kiſs, ſnatch'd hafty from the ſidelong maid, - 
On purpoſe guardleſs, or pretending fleep; 530 
The leap, the flap, the haul; and, ſhook to notes 
Of native muſic, the, reſpondent dance. 

Thus jocund fleets. with them the winter-night, 


| 


| 


if 
| 


| 


The city ſwanms intenſe. The publick haunt, 
Full of each theme, and warm with mixt diſcourſe, Y 
| C Hums 
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Hums indiſtinct. The ſons of riot flow 
Down the looſe ſtream of falſe inchanted joy, 
To ſwit deſtruction. On the rankled ſoul 
The gaming fury falls; and in one gulph 


536 


Of total ruin, honour, virtue, peace, 540 
Friends, families, and fortune headlong fink. 
Riſes the dance along the lighted dome, 

Mix d, and evolv'd, a thouſand ſprightly ways. 
The glittering court effuſes eyery pomp; 

The circle deepens; rain'd from radiant eyes, 545 
A ſoft effulgence o'er the palace waves: 

While, thick as inſects in the ſummer-ſhine, 

The fop, light-fluttering, ſpreads his mealy wings, 


Dread oer the ſcene the ghoſt of Hamlet ſtalks; 
Othello rages ; poor Monimia mourns; 550 
And Belvidera pours her ſoul in love. 

Aſſenting terror ſhakes; the ſilent tear 


Steals o'er the cheek ; or elſe the comic Muſe 
Holds 


L 
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Holds to the world the picture of itſelf, 


And raiſes fly the fair impartial laugh. WS | 


Clear froſt ſucceeds ; and thro? the blue ſerene, 
For ſight too fine, th' ethereal nitre flies: 
Killing infectious damps, and the ſpent air 
Storing afreſh with elemental life, 550 
Cloſe crowds the ſhining atmoſphere ; and binds 
Our ſtrengthen'd bodies in its cold embrace, 
Conſtringent; feeds, and animates our blood; 
Refines our ſpirits, thro' the new-ſtrung nerves, 
In ſwifter ſallies darting to the brain 565 
Where ſits the foul, intenſe, collected, cool, 
Bright as the skies, and and as the ſeaſon keen, 
All nature feels the renovating force 
Of Winter, only to the thoughtleſs eye 
In deſolation ſeen. The yacant glebe 570 
Draws in abundant vegetable ſoul, 
And gathers vigour for the coming year. 
A ſtronger glow ſits on the liyely cheek 
E: C 2 Of 
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Of ruddy fire : and luculent along 

The purer rivers flow; their ſullen deeps, 575 
Amazing, open to the ſhepherd's gaze, 

And murmur hoarſer at the fixing froft, 


What art thou, Froſt? and whence are thy keen ſtores 
Deriv'd, thou ſecret all-invading Power, 

Whom even th' illuſive fluid cannot fly? 580 
Is not thy potent energy, unſeen, 

M,yriads of little ſalts, or hook d, or ſhap'd 

Like double wedges, and diffus d immenſe 

Thro' water, earth and ether? Hence at eve, 
Steam'd eager from the red horizon round, 58; 
With the ſtill rage of Winter deep ſuffus'd, 

An icy gale, oft ſhifting, o'er the pool 


Breathes a blue film, and in its mid career 


Arreſts the bickering ſtream. The looſen'd ice, 
Let down the flood, and half-difſoly'd by day, 
Ruſtles no more; but to the ſedgy bank 591 
Faſt grows, or gathers round the pointed ſtone, 
A 
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A cryſtal pavement, by the breath of heaven | 
Cemented firm; till ſeiz d from ſhore to ſhore, 
The whole detruded river growls below. 595 


Loud rings the frozen earth, and hard reflects 
A double noiſe ; while, at his evening-watch, 

The village-dog deters the nightly thief; 

The heifer lows ; the diſtant water-fall 

Swells in the breeze; and, with the haſty tread 


Of tryeller, the many ſounding plain 601 
Shakes from afar. The full ethereal round, 
Infinite worlds diſcloſing to the view, 


Shines out intenſely keen; and, all one cope 

Of ſtarry glitter, glows from pole to pole. 605 
From pole to pole the rigid influence falls, 

Thro' the ſtill night, inceſſant, heavy, ſtrong, 


And ſeizes nature faſt. It freezes on; 


Till morn, late riſing o'er the drooping world, 
Lifts her pale eye unjoyous. Then appears 
The various labour of the ſilent night: 611 


Prone from the dripping eave, and dumb caſcade, 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe idle torrents only ſeem to roar, 

The pendant iſicle; the froſt-work fair, 

Where tranſient hues, and fancy'd figures riſe ; 
The liquid kingdom all to ſolid turn'd ; 616 
Wide-ſpouted o'er the brow, the frozen brook, 

A livid tract, cold-gleaming on the morn ; 

The foreſt bent beneath the plumy wave; 

And by the froſt refin'd the whiter ſnow, 620 
Incruſted hard, and ſounding to the tread 

Of early ſhepherd, as he penſive ſeeks 

His pining flock, or from the mountain-top, 
Pleas'd with the ſlippery ſurface, ſwift deſcends. 


On blitheſome frolicks bent, the youthful ſwains, 
While every work of man is laid at reſt, 626 
Fond o'er the river ruſh, and ſhuddering view 
The doubtful deeps below. Or where the lake 
And long canal the cerule plain extend, 

The city pours her thouſands, ſwarming all, 630 


From every quarter: and, with him who ſlides; 
Or 
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Or skating ſweeps, ſwift as the winds, along, 

In circling poiſe; or elſe diſorder'd falls, 

His feet, illuded, ſprawling to the sky, 

While the laugh rages round; from end to end, 


Enereaſing ſtill, refounds the crowded ſcene. 636 


Pure, quick, and ſportful, is the wholeſome day; 
But ſoon elaps d. The horizontal ſun, 
Broad o'er the ſouth, hangs at his utmoft noon; | 
And, ineffectual, ftrikes the gelid cliff, 640 
The mountain ftill his azure gloſs maintains, 
Nor feels the feeble touch. Perhaps the yale 
Relents a while to the reflected ray; 
Or from the foreſt falls the cluſter d ſnow, 
Myriads of gems, that, by the breeze diffus'd, 645 


Gay-twinkle thro' the gleam. Heard thick around, 
Thunders the ſport of thoſe, who, with the gun, 
And dog impatient bounding at the ſhot, 


Worſe than the ſeaſon, deſolate the fields; 
C 4 And, 
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And, adding to the ruins of the year, 656 
Diſtreſs the footed, or the feather'd game. | 


But what is this? theſe infant tempeſts what? 
The mockery of Winter : ſhould our eye 
Aſtoniſh'd ſhoot into the frozen zone; 
Where more than half the joyleſs year is night; 
And, failing gradual, life at laſt goes out. | 656 
There undiſſolving, from the firſt of time, 
1 Snows' ſwell on ſhows amazing to the sky ; 
And icy mountains there, on mountains pil'd, 
Seem to the ſhivering ſailor from afar, 660 
Shapeleſs, and white, an atmoſphere of clouds. 
Projected huge, and horrid, o'er the main, 
Alps frown on Alps; or ruſhing hideous down, 
As if old Chaos was again return'd, 
Shake the firm pole, and make an ocean boil. 
Whence heap'd abrupt along the howling ſhore, 
And into various ſhapes (as fancy leans) 667 
Work'd by the wave, the cryſtal pillars heave, 
Swells 
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Swells the blue portico, the gothic dome 

Shoots fretted up ; and birds, and beafts, and men, 

Riſe into mimic life, and fink by turns, 671 

The reſtleſs deep itſelf cannot reſiſt 

The binding fury; but, in all its rage 

Of tempeſt taken by the boundleſs froſt, 

Is many a fathom to the bottom chain'd, 675 
And bid to roar no more: a bleak expanſe, 

Shag d o'er with wavy rocks, chearleſs, and void 

Of every life, that from the dreary months 

Flies conſcious ſouthward. Miſerable they! 

Who, here entangled in the gathering ice, 680 

Take their laſt look of the deſcending ſun; 

While, full of death, and fierce with tenfold froſt, 

The long long night, incumbent o'er their head, 

Falls horrible. Such was the * Briton's fate, 

As with firſt prow, (What have not Britons dar dl) 

He for the paſſage ſought, attempted ſince 686 

So 
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* Sir Hugh Wiloughby ſeat by Queen Elizabeth to diſcover 
the nerth-calt paſſage. 
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So much in vain, and ſeeming to be ſhut 

By jealous nature with eternal bars. 

In theſe fell regions, in Arina caught, 

And to the ſtony deep his idle ſhip 690 
Immediate ſeal'd, he with his hapleſs crew, 

Each full exerted at his ſeveral task, 

Froze into ſtatues ; to the cordage glued 

The failor, and the pilot to the helm, 


Hard by theſe ſhores, the laſt of mankind live; 
And, ſcarce enliven'd by the diſtant ſun, 696 
(That rears and ripens man, as well as plants) 
Here Human Nature juſt begins to dawn. 

Deep from the piercing ſeaſon ſunk in caves, 

Here by dull fires, and with unjoyous chear, 700 
They wear the tedious gloom, Immers'd in furs, 
Ly the groſs race. Nor ſprightly jeſt, nor ſong, 
Nor tenderneſs they. know; nor ought of life, 


Beyond the kindred bears that ſtalk without. 


Till long-expe&ted morning looks at length 705 
Faint 
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Faint on their fields (where Winter reigns alone) 
And calls the / quiyer'd ſavage to the chace, 


Muttering, the winds at eve, with hoarſer yoice 
Blow bluſtering from the ſouth. The froſt ſubdu'd, 
Gradual, reſolves into a trickling thaw, 710 
Spotted the mountains ſhine ; looſe fleet deſcends, 
And floods the country round, The rivers ſwell, 
Impatient for the day. Broke from the hills, 
O'er rocks and woods, in broad brown cataracts, 
A thouſand ſnow-fed torrents ſhoot at once; 715 
And, where they ruſh, the wide-reſounding plain 
Is left one ſlimy waſte, Thoſe ſullen ſeas, 

That waſh th' ungenial pole, will reſt no more 
Beneath the ſhackles of the mighty north ; 
But, rouſing all their waves, reſiſtleſs heave 


And hark! the lengthening roar continuous runs 


Athwart the rifted main : at once it burſts, 72x 
And piles a thouſand mountains to the clouds. 
Ill fares the bark, the wretch's laſt reſort, 

That» 
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That, loſt amid the floating fragments, moors 
Beneath the ſhelter of an icy iſle, 525 
While night o'erwhelms the ſea, and horror looks 
More horrible. Can human force endure 

Tt aſſembled miſchiefs that beſiege them round: 
Heart-gnawing hunger, fainting wearineſs, 


The roar of winds and waves, the cruſh of ice, 739 
Now ceaſing, now renew'd with louder rage, 

And in dire echoes bellowing round the main. 
More to embroil the deep, Leviathan, 
And his unweildy train, in horrid ſport, 
| Tempeſt the looſen d brine ; while thro the gloom, 
Far, from the bleak inhoſpitable ſhore, 736 
Loading the winds, is heard the hungry howl 

Of famiſh'd monſters, there awaiting wrecks. 

Yet Providence, that ever-waking eye, 
Looks down with pity on the fruitleſs toil 740 
Of mortals loſt to hope, and lights them ſafe, 
Thro' all this dreary labyrinth of fate. 


"Tis 


9 45 


"Tis done ! — dread Vinter has fabdu'd the year, 
And reigns tremendous o'er the defart plains. 


How dead the vegetable kingdom lies ! 745 
How dumb the tuneful ! Horror wide extends 
His ſolitary empire. Here, fond man! 

Behold thy piQur'd life; paſs ſome few years, 
Thy flowering Spring, thy Summer's ardent ſtrength, 
Thy ſober Autumn fading into age, 750 
And pale concluding Winter comes at laſt, 
And ſhuts the ſcene. Ah! whither now are fled, 
Thoſe dreams of greatneſs ? thoſe unſolid hopes 
Of happineſs ? thoſe longings after fame? 
Thoſe reſtleſs cares? thoſe buſy buſtling days? 755 
Thoſe gay-fpent, feſtive nights? thoſe runs 
Loſt between good and ill, that ſhar'd thy life? 
All now are vaniſh'd! Virtue ſole ſurvi ves, 
Immortal, mankind's neyer-failing friend, 

His guide to happineſs on high. -—And ſee! 760 


"Tis come, the glorious morn ! the ſecond birth 


Of 
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Of heaven, and earth! Awakening nature hears 
The new-creating word, and ſtarts to life, 

In every heighten'd form, from pain and death 
For ever free. The great eternal ſcheme, 765 
Involving all, and in a perfect whole 
Uniting, as the proſpect wider ſpreads, 
To reaſon's eye refin'd clears up apace. 


Ye vainly wiſe! ye blind preſuming ! now, 
Confounded in the duſt, adore that Power, 770 
And Wiſdom oft arraign'd : ſee now the cauſe, 
Why unaſſuming Worth in ſecret liv'd, 

And dy'd, neglected why the good man's ſhare 
In life was gall, and bitterneſs of ſoul ; 

Why the lone widow, and her orphans pin'd, 775 


ſtarving ſolitude; while Luxury, 


In palaces, lay prompting his low thought, 
To form unreal wants: why heayen-born Truth, 


And Moderation fair, wore the red marks 
Of Saperftition's ſcourge : why licens d Pain, 780 


That cruel ſpoiler, that emboſom'd for, 


Im- 
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Imbitter'd all our blifs. Ye good diſtreft ! 
Ye noble few! who here unbending ftand 
Beneath life's preſſure, yet a little while, 
And what you reckon evil is no more; 785 
The ſtorms of Mintry time will quickly paſs, 
And one unbounded SPRING encircle all. 
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Is full of thee, Forth in the pleaſing Spring © 
Thy Beauty walks, thy Tenderneſs and Love. 
Wide-fluſh the fields; the ſoftening air is balm; 5 


- Echo the mountains round; ; the foreſts live; | 
D And 


Fatber ! theſe, „ > 
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Then . this Dhatmapan;Haba, 


Wich light, and heat, ſevere. Prone, then thy Sun 
Shoots full perfection thro? the ſwelling year. 10 


And oft thy voice in awful thunder ſpeaks; 
And off at dawn, V. noon, or falling eve, 
By hygoka and þ ey, in hollgw-whiſpering gales, 
A yell6w-floating pomp, thy Bounty mines 
In, autumn ugconfin' d. Thrown from thy lap, 
{| Oer riatbre; falls the-lucid ſhower - 16 

Of beamy fruits; and, in a radiant ſtream, 
„l Toto the ſtores of ſeri] Winter pounk, ITN 

In Winter dreadfyl Thou ! with clouds and ſtorm 
Arg Around Thee thrown, tempeſt o'critetapeſt malls, 
Horrible blackneſs! On the whirl window "2 
| Riging fubl ime, Thoy t bid'ſt the world be low, 
am} hymbleſt ,nature * thy northern blaſt. | 
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© Myſterign round ! ; what skill, what force divine, 
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[ Deep felt, in . appear a ſimple train, 25 


Yet 


—— — —— — ̃ — ——— 
- n N K 
- op . * - 2 * *" "I WT : - , « N = 


of 1 TI 1M WM. 51 
Vet fo harmonious mix'd, ſo fitly join'd, 
One following one in ſuch inchanting ſort, 
Shade, unperceiv d, fo ſoftening into ſhade, 
And all ſo forming ſuch a perfect whole, 
That, as they fill ſucceed, they raviſh ſtill, 30 
But wandering oft, with brute unconſcious gaze, 
Man marks Thee not, marks not the mighty hand, 
That, ever-buſy, wheels the the filent ſpheres ; 
Works in the ſecret deep; ſhoots, ſteaming, thence 
5 The fair profuſion that o'crſpreads the Spring; 35 
Flings from the fun direct the flaming Day; 
Feeds every creature; hurls the Tempeſ? forth; 
. And, as on earth this grateful change revolves, 
Wich tranſport touches all the ſprings of life, | 
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Nature, attend; join every living foul, 40 | 
Beneath the ſpacious temple of the sky, | 


In adoration join; and, ardent, raiſe 

ne, An univerſal Hymn to Him, ye gales, 

29 Breathe ſoſt; whoſe! ſpirit teaches you to breathe. 
Let -- D 2 Oh 


* 
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Oh talk of Him in ſolitary glooms ! 45 
Where, o'er the rock, the ſcarcely-waving pine 


Fills the brown void with a religious awe. 
And ye, whoſe bolder note is heard afar, 48 
Who ſhake th' aftoniſh'd world, lift high to heaven 
TH' impetuous ſong, and ſay from whom you rage. 
His praiſe, ye brooks, attune, ye trembling rills; 

And let me catch it as I muſe along, 

Ye headlonig torrents, rapid, and profound; 

Ye ſofter floods, that lead the humid maze 

Along the vale; and thou, majeſtic main, 55 
A ſecret world of wonders in thyſelf 

Sound his tremendous praiſe; whoſe greater voice 


* Or bids you roar, or bids your roarings fall. 


Roll up your incenſe, herbs, and fruits, and flowers, 
In mingled clouds to Him; whoſe ſun elates, 60 
Whoſe hand perfumes you, and whoſe pencil paints 
Ye foreſts, bend; ye harveſts, wave to Him 
Breathe your till ſong into the reaper's heart, 
Homeward, rejoycing with the joyous moon- 

N a Ye 
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Ye that keep watch in heaven, as carth aſleep 65 
Unconſcious lies, effuſe your mildeſt beams, 
Ye conſtellations, while your angels ſtrike, 
Amid the ſpangled sky, the ſilver lyre. 
Great ſource of day ! beſt image here below 
Of thy creator, ever darting wide, 70 
From world to world, the vital ocean round, 
On nature write with every beam his praiſe. 
The thunder rolls: be huſh'd the proſtrate world; 
| While cloud to cloud returns the dreadful hymn. 
Bleat out afreſh, ye hills; ye moſſy rocks, 75 
Retain the found : the broad reſponſive low, 
Ye vallies, raiſe; for the great Shepherd reigns; 
And yet again the golden age returns, 
Wildeſt of creatures, be not filent here; 
But, hymning horrid, let the deſart roar. 80 
Ye woodlands all, awake: a general ſong 
Burſt from the groves; and when the reſtleſs day, 
Expiring, lays the warbling world aſlcep, 


Sweeteſt of birds! ſweet philomela, charm 
D 3 The 
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The liſtening ſhades; and thro' the midnight hour, 
Trilling, prolong the wildly-luſcious note; $6 


54 


That night, as well as day, may vouch his praiſe. 
Ye chief, for whom the whole creation ſmiles; 

At once the head, the heart, and mouth of all, 
Crown the great Hymn ] in ſwarming cities vaſt, 
Concourſe of men, to the deep organ join 91 
The long · reſounding voice, oſt- breaking clear, 

At ſolemn pauſes, thro? the ſwelling baſe; 

And, as each mingling frame encreaſes each, 

In one united ardor riſe to heaven. | 95 
Or if you rather chuſe the rural ſhade, 

To find a fane in every ſacred grove; 

There let the thepherd' s flute, the virgin's chaunt, 
The prompting ſcraph, and the poet's lyre, 

Still ſing t the God of Seaſons, as they roll. 100 
For me, hen I forget the darling theme, 
Whether the Bloſſom blows, the & ummer-Ray, 
Ruſſets the plain, delicious Autumn gleams; 


Or Winter riſes in the reddening eaſt; 
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Be my tongue mute, may faricy paint no more, 
And, dead to joy, forget my heart to beat, 106 


Should fate command me to the fartheſt verge 
Of the green earth, to hoſtile barbarous climes, 
Rivers unknown to ſong ; where firſt the ſun 
Gilds Indian mountains, or his ſetting beam 110 
Flames on th* Atlantic iſles; tis nought to me; 
Since God is ever preſent, ever felt, 


In the void waſte, as in the city full ; 

Rolls the ſame kindred Seaſons round the world, 
In all apparent, wiſe, and good in all; 115 
Since He ſuſtains, and animates the whole; 

From ſeeming evil ſtill educes good, 

And better thence again, and better Kill, 

In infinite progreſſion. — But I loſe 

Myſelf in Him, in light ineffable! 120 


Come then, expreſlive Silence, muſe his praiſe, 
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SIG HALL the great ſoul of Newton _ 
this earth, 
To mingle with his ſtars; and vey 


muſe, 


Afﬀtoniſh'd into ſilence, ſhun the weight 


of 


58 72 To the Memory = 
Of honours due to his illuſtridus name: 


But what can man? — Even now the ſom of light, 
In ſtrains high-warbled to ſeraphic lyre, 6 
Hail his arrival on the coaſt of bliſs. 

Yet am not I deterr'd, tho* high the theme, 

And ſung to harps of angels, for with vou, 


Ethergal Flames: ambitious, 1 e © x 
In Nature's general ſymphony to join. 


- And what new wonders can ye ſhow your gueſt ! 
Who, while on this dim ſpot, where mortals toil 
Clouded in duſt, from Mot ions ſimple laws, 
Could trace the ſecret hand of Providence, 15 
Wide-working thro this univerſal frame. - 


_ Have ye not liſten'd while he bound the Suns, 
And Planets to their ſpheres! th unequal task 
Of humankind till then. Oft had they rolfd 
O'er erring Man the year, and oft diſgrac'd 20 
The pride of ſchools, beſore their courſe was known 

| Full 
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Full in its cauſes and effects to him, * 75 
All-piercing ſage! who fat nat down and dream'd 
Romantic ſchemes, defended by the din 
Of ſpecious words, and tyranny of names; 25 
But, bidding his amazing mind attend, 
And with heroic patience years..00 years 
Deep-ſearching, ſaw at laſt the Clem dawn, "= 
And ſhine, of all his race, on him alone. 


| 
; 
; 
| 
| 
| 


What were his raptures then! how pure! how ſtrong! 
And what the triumphs of old Greece and Roma, | 
By his duniniſh'd, but the pride of boys 
In ſome ſmall fray victorious! when inftead 
Of ſhatter'd parcels of this carth uſurp'd 
By violence namanly, and fore deeds | 36 | 
Of cruelty and blood, Nature herſelf 
Stood all ſubdu'd by him, and open laid 
Her every latent glory to his view. 


All intellectual eye, our /o/ar Round 


Firſt gazing thro', he by the blended power 40 
| Of 
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Of Gravitation and Project ion ſaw | 

The whole in filent harmony reyolye, 

From unaſſiſted viſion hid, the Moons 

To chear remoter planets numerous pour d, 

By him in all their mingled tracts were ſeen. 45 

He alſo fix d the wandering Queen of Night, 

Whether ſhe wanes into a ſcanty orb, 

Or, waxing broad, with her pale ſhadowy light, 

In a ſoft deluge overflows the sky. 

Her every motion clear-diſcerning, He 30 

dufte to the mutual Main, and taught 

Why now the mighty maſs of water ſwells 
Reſiſtleſs, heaving on the broken rocks, 

And the full river turning; till again 


i The tide revertive, unattracted, leaves 55 
A yellow waſte of idle ſands behind. 


Then breaking hence, he took his = She 
Thro' the blue Infinite; and every Star, 


Which the clear concave of a winter's night 
Paurs 


Sir IS AAC N EWTON 64 
Pours on the eye, or aſtronomic tube, 60 
Far- ſtretching, ſnatches from the dark abyſs, 
Or ſuch as farther in ſucceſſive skies 
To fancy ſhine alone, at his approach 
Blaz'd into Sung, the living centre each 
Of an harmonious ſyſtem : all combin'd, 65 
And rul'd unerring by that ſingle power, 

Which draws the ſtone projected to the ground. 


O unprofuſe magnificence divine ! 
O W:/dom truly perfect! thus to call 
From a few cauſes ſuch a ſcheme of things, 70 L 
Effects ſo various, beautiful, and great, 
An univerſe compleat ! and O beloy'd 5 
Of heaven! whoſe well-purg'd penetrative eye, | 
The myſtic veil tranſpiercing, inly ſcan d 
The riſing, moving, wide-cſtabliſh'd frame, 75 


He, firſt of men, with awful wing purſu'd 
The Comes thro' the long Eliptic curve, 
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As round innumerous worlds he wound his way; 
Till, e the forehend of our evening ky 
Return'd, the Dating wonder glares atew, 80 


And o'er the trembling nations ſhakes difittay. 


The heavens are all his own; from the wild rule 
Of whirling Vortitec, and circling Spheres, 
To their firſt great ſimplirity reſtor du. 84 
The ſchools aſtoniſh d ſtood; but found it vain 
To keep at odds with dembnſtratiom Nong. 
5 And, unawakemd, dream beneath-the Blur 
F '» Of truth. Ar once their pleaſing viſions fled, 

With the gay ſhadows of the morning mir d, 
When Newton roſe, our phitloſophic ſuri. 90 


- 
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Th' aerial flow of Hound was known to him, 
From whence it firſt in wavy circles breaks, 
17 the touch d organ takes the meaning in. 
Nor could the during Blam, of ſpecd immenſe, 
|) Efeape bis wilt purſuit; and mesſuting eye. 95 
2 - 5 5 | Eyen 
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Even Light irſtif, which every thing diſplays, 
Shone undiſcoyer'd, till his brighter min 
Untwiſted all the ſhining robe of day; 
And, from the whitening undiſtinguiſh'd blaze, 
Collecting every ray into his kind, 100 


To the charm'd eye educ d the gorgeous train 
Of Parent-Colours, Firſt the flaming Red 
Sprung vivid forth; the tawny Orange next; 

And next delicious Zetlow; by whoſe fide 
Fell the kind beams of all-refreſhing Green. 105 
Then the pure Blue, that ſwells autumnal skies, 
Ethereal play d; and then, of ſadder hue, 
Emerg' d the deepen'd Indico, as when 

The heavy-skirted evening droops with froſt. 
While the laſt gleamings of refracted light 110 
Dy'd in the fainting Violet away. 

Theſe, when the clouds diſtil the roſy ſhower, 
Shine out diftin&t adown the watry bow; 
While o'er our heads the dewy viſion bends 


| Delightful, melting on the fields beneath. 115 


64 3 
Myriads of mingling dies from theſe reſult, 


And myriads ſtill remain —— Infinite ſource 
Of beauty, ever-fluſhing, eyer-new ! 


Did ever poet image ought ſo fair, 119 
Dreaming in whiſpering groves, by the hoarſe brook ! 
Or prophet, to whoſe rapture heaven deſcends! 
Even now the ſetting ſun and ſhifting: clouds, 
Seen, Greenwich, from thy lovely heights, declare 


How Juſt, how beauteous the refrattive Law. 


The noiſeleſs Tide of Time, all bearing down ] 
To vaſt Ecernity's unbounded ſea 126 F 
Where the' green iſlands of the happy ſhine, y 
He ftem'd alone; and to the ſource (involy'd 
Deep in primzyal gloom) aſcending, rais d 
His lights at equal diſtances, to guide 130 
Hiſtorian, wilder d on his darkſome way. 
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Bat who can number up his labours? who 
His high difcoyeries ſing ? when but a few 
Of the deep-ſtudying race can ſtreteh their minds 
To what he knew: in fancy's lighter thought, 135 
How ſhall the muſe then graſp the mighty theme? 


What wonder thence that his Devotion ſwell'd 
Reſponſiye to his knowledge: for could he, 
Whoſe piercing mental eye diffuſive ſaw 
'The finiſh'd Univerſity of things, 140 
In all its order, magnitude, and parts, 

Forbear inceſſant to adore that Power 
Who fills, ſuſtains, and actuates the whole. 


Say, ye who beſt can tell, ye happy few, 
Who ſaw him in the ſofteſt lights of life, 145 
All unwith-held, indulging to his friends 
The yaſt unborrow'd treaſures of his mind, 
put Oh ſpeak the wondrous man! how mild, how calm, 
9 How 
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How greatly humble, how divinely good ; 

How firm eftabliſh'd on eternal truth; 150 
Fervent in doing well, with every nerve 

Still preſſing on, forgetful of the paſt, 

And panting for perfection: far above 

Thoſe little cares, and viſionary joys, 155 
That fo perplex the fond impaſſion'd heart 

Of ever-cheated, ever-truſting man. 

This, Conduitt, from thy rural hours we hope; 
As thro' the pleaſing ſhade, where Nature pours 
Her every ſweet, in ſtudious caſe you walk; 160 
The ſocial paſſions ſmiling at thy heart, 

That glows with all the recollected ſage. 


And you, ye hopeleſs gloomy-minded tribe, 
You who, unconſcious of thoſe nobler flights 
That reach impatient at immortal life, 

Againſt the prime endearing privilege 165 
Of Being dare contend, fay, can a ſoul 


Of ſuch extenſive, deep, tremendons powers, 
En- 
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Enlarging ſtill, be but a finer breath 
Of ſpirits dancing thro” their tubes awhile, 


And then for ever loſt in vacant air? 170 


But hark! methinks I hear a warning voice, 
Solemn as when ſome awful change is come, 
Sound thro' the world Tit done ! -- The 

« meaſure's full; 

And I reſign my charge. — Ye mouldering ſtones, 
That build the towering pyramid, the proud 175 
——Triumphal arch, the monument effac'd 
By ruthleſs ruin, and whate'er ſupports 
The worſhip'd name of hoar antiquity, 
Down to the duſt! what grandeur can ye boaſt 
While Newton lifts his column to the skies, 180 
Beyond the waſte of time. Let no weak drop 
Be ſhed for him. The virgin in her bloom 
Cut off, the joyous youth, and darling child, 
Theſe are the tombs that claim the tender tear, 


And Elegiac ſong. But Newton calls 185 
„ For 
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For other notes of gratulation high, 

That now he wanders thro” thoſe endleſs worlds 
kc here ſo well deſcried, and wondering talks, 
And hymns their author with his glad compeers. 


O Britain's boaſt! whether with angels thou 
Sitteſt in dread diſcourſe, or fellow-bleſt, 191 
Who joy to ſee the honour of their kind; 

Or whether, mounted on cherubic wing, 

Thy ſwift career is with the whirling orbs, 
Comparing things with things, in rapture loſt, 
And grateful adcration, for that light 196 
So plenteous ray'd into thy mind below, 

From Light Himſelf; Oh look with pity down 


On humankind, a frail erroneous race ! 


Exalt the ſpirit of a downward world ! 2-00 
O'er thy dejected country chief preſide, 
And be her Genizs call'd! her ſtudies raiſe, 
Correct her manners, and inſpire her youth. 


For, tho' depray'd and ſunk, ſhe brought thee forth, 
And 


Sir ISAAC NEWTON. [ 


V'y 


And glories in thy name ; ſhe points thee out 205 
To all her ſons, and bids them eye thy ſtar: 
While in expectance of the ſecond life, 

When Time ſhall be no more, thy ſacred duſt 


Sleeps with her kings, and dignifies the ſcene, 
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on the ſea- beat ſnore Britannia ſat, 
9. Wy o Of her degenerate ſons the faded fame, 


— 
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Bare was her throbbing; boſom to the gale, 


2 
0 Tb C Deep in her anxious heart, revolving 


That hoarſe, and: hollow, from the bſcak ſurge blew; | 


Looſc flow'd her treſſes; rent her azure robe. 6 
A 2 Hung 
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Hung o'er the deep from het majeftick bow 

She tore the laurel, and ſhe tore the bay. 

Nor ceas'd the copious grief to bathe her cheek; 
Nor ceas'd her ſobs to murmur to the Main. 10 
Peace diſcontented nigh, departing, ſtretch'd 

Her dove-like wings. And War, tho' greatly rous'd, 
Yet mourn'd his fetter'd hands. While thus the Queen | 
Of nations ſpoke ; and what ſhe faid the Muſe 
Recorded, faithful, in unbidden verſe. I5 


Even not yon fail, that, from the uky-mixt wave, 
Dawns on the ſight, and wafts the Royal 7 out h, 
A freight of future glory to my ſhore; 

Even not the flattering view of golden days, 
And riſing periods yet of bright renown, 5 
Beneath the Parents, and their endleſs line 

'Thro' late reyolving time, can ſooth my rage; 
While, unchaſtis'd, the inſulting Spaniard dares 

| Infeſt the trading flood, full of vain War 
Deſpiſe my Navies, and my Merchants ſeize; 


25 
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As, truſting to falſe peace, they fearleſs roam 
The world of waters wild, made, by the toil, 

And liberal blood of glorious ages, mine: 
Nor burſts my ſleeping thunder on their head. 
Whence this unwonted patience? this weak doubt? 
This tame beſeeching of rejected peace ? 31 
This meek forbearance? this unnative fear, 
To generous Britons neyer known before ? 
And fail'd my Fleets for this; on Indian tides 
To float, unactive, with the veering winds ? 35 
The mockery of war! while hot diſeaſe, 
And floth diſtemper'd, ſwept off burning crowds, 
For action ardent; and amid the deep, 


Inglorious, ſunk them in a watry grave. | 

There now they lie beneath the rowling flood, 40 

Far from their friends, and country unaveng'd ; 

And back the weeping war-ſhip comes again, 

Diſpirited, and thin; her ſons aſham'd 

'Thus idly to reyiew their native ſhore ; 

With not one glory ſparkling in their eye, 45 
FT A 3 One 


* * 
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One triumph on their tongue. A paſſenger, 

The violated Merchant comes along; 7 | 

That far-fought wealth, for which the noxiotus gale 
He drew, and ſweat beneath Equator ſuns, 
By lawleſs force detain'd; a force that ſoon 50 
Would melt away, and every ſpoil reſign, 
Were once the Britiſh lyon heard to roar.” 
Whence is it that the proud Therran thus, 

In their own well- aſſerted element, | 
Dares rouze to wrath the Maſters of the Main? 55 
Who told him, that the big incumbent war 
Would not, ere this, have roll'd his trembling ports 
In ſmoaky ruin? and his guilty ſtores, 
Won by the ravage of a butcher'd world, 

Yet unatton'd, ſunk in the ſwallowing deep, 60 
Or led the glittering prize into the Thames? 


There was a time (Oh let my languid'fons 

Reſume their ſpirit at the rouzing thought! ) 

When all the pride of Spain, in one dread fleet, 
Swell'd 
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Swell'd o'er the lab'ring ſurge; like a whole heaven 
Of clouds, wide-rolF'd before the boundleſs breeze- 
Gaily the ſplendid Armament along 67 
Exultant plough'd, reflecting a red gleam, 

As ſunk the fun, o'er all the flaming vaſt; 

Tall, gorgeous, and elate; drunk with the dream 
Of eaſy conqueſt; while their bloated war, 71 
Stretch d out from sky to sky, the gather'd force 


Of ages held in its capacious womb. 

But ſoon, regardleſs of the cumbrous pomp, 

My dauntleſs Britons came, a gloomy few, 75 
With tempeſt black, the goodly ſcene deform'd, 
And laid their glory waſte. The bolts of fate 
Reſiſtleſs thunder'd thro their yielding ſides; 
Fierce o'er their beauty blaz'd the lurid flame; 


And ſeiz d in horrid graſp, or ſhatter'd wide, 80 
Amid the mighty waters, deep they ſunk. 

Then too from every promontory chill, 

Rank fen, and cavern where the wild wave works, 
1 ſwept confederate winds, and ſwell'd a ſtorm. 
A4 Round 


5 Shrink from that empire o'er the conquer'd: ſeas, 
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Round the glad iſle, ſnatch'd by the vengeful blaſt, 
The ſcatter'd remnants droye; on the blind ſhelve, 
And pointed rock, that marks the indented ſhore, 
Relentleſs daſh'd, where loud the Northern Main 
Howls thro' the fraftur'd Caledonian iſles. 


Such were the dawnings of my liquid reign ; 90 
But ſince how vaſt it grew, how abſolute, | 
Even in thoſe troubled times, when dreadful Blake 
Aw'd angry nations with the Britiſb Name, 

Let every humbled ſtate, let Europe ſay, 
Suſtain'd, and ballanc'd, by my nayal arm, 95 
Ah what muſt theſe immortal ſpirits think 

Of your poor ſhifts? Theſe, for their country's good, 
Who fac'd the blackeſt danger, knew no fear, 

No mean ſubmiſſion, but commanded peace. 

Ah how with indignation muſt they burn? 100 
(If ought, but joy, can touch etherial breaſts ) 
With ſhame? with grief ? to ſce their feeble ſons 


For 
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For which their wiſdom plan d, their councils glow d, 
And their veins bled thro many a toiling age. 105 


Oh firſt of human bleſſings! and ſupreme! 
Fair Peace how lovely, how delightful thou! 


By whoſe wide tie, the kindred ſons of men, 


Like brothers live, in amity combin'd, 
And unſuſpicious faith; while honeſt toil 110 


Gives every joy, and to thoſe joys a right, 
Which idle, barbarous Rapine but uſurps. 
Pure is thy reign; when, unaccurs'd by blood, 
Nought, fave the ſweetneſs of indulgent ſhowers, 
Trickling diſtils into the vernant glebe; 115 
Inſtead of mangled carcaſſes, ſad- ſeen, 
When the blythe ſheaves lie ſcatter'd o'er the field; 
When only ſhining ſhares, the crooked knife, 
And hooks imprint the vegetable wound; 
When the land bluſhes with the roſe alone, 120 
The falling fruitage, and the bleeding vine. 
Oh, Peace thou ſource, and foul of ſocial life; 

| Be. 
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Beneath whoſe calm, infpiring influence, 

Science His views cnlarges, Art reſines, 

And ſwelling Commerce opens all her ports; 125 
Bleſt be the Man divine, who gives us Thee! 
Who bids the trumpet hath his horrid clang, 


Nor blow the giddy nations into rage; 
Who ſheaths the murderous blade; the deadly gun 


Into the well-pil'd armoury returns; 130 
And, every vigour from the work of death, 

To grateful induſtry converting, makes 

The country flouriſh, and the city ſmile. 

Unviolated, him the virgin fings; 

And him the ſmiling mother to her train. 135 

Of him the ſhepherd, in the peaceful dale, 

:Chaunts; and, the treaſures of his labour ſure, 

The husbandman of him, as at the plough, 

Or team, he toils. With him the ſailor fooths, 

Beneath the trembling moon, the midnight wave; 

And the full city, warm, from ftreer to ftreet, 141 
And ſhop to ſhop, reſponſive, rings of him. 


Not 
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Nor joys one land alone; his praiſe extends 
Far as the fan rolls the diffuſive day; 
Far as the breeze can bear the gifts of peace, 245 
THI all the happy nations eatch the ſong. 


What would not Peace / thePatriot bear for thee ? 
What painful patience? What inceſſant care ? 
What mixt anxiety ? What fleepleſs toil ? 

Even from the raſh protected what reproach? 150 
For he thy value knows; thy friendſhip he 

To human nature: but the better thou, 

The richer of delight, ſometimes the more 
Inevitable Vur; when ruffian force 

Awakes the fury of an injur'd ſtate. 155 
Then the good eaſy man, whom reaſon rules; 
Who, while unhurt, knew nor offence, nor harm, 
Rouz d by bold inſult, and injurious rage, 

With ſharp, and ſudden check, th' aſtoniſh'd ſons 
Of violence confounds; firm as his cauſe, 160 
His bolder heart; in awful juſtice clad; 


His 


. 
His eyes effulging a peculiar fire: 

And, as he charges thro' the proſtrate war, 

His keen arm teaches faithleſs men, no more 

To dare the ſacred yengeance of the juſt. 165 


And what, my thoughtleſs ſons, ſhould fire you more, 


Than when your well-carn'd empire of the deep 


The leaſt beginning injury receives? 168 
What better cauſe can call your lightning forth? 
Your thunder wake? Your deareſt life demand ?. * 
What better cauſe, than when your country ſees 
The fly deſtruction at her vitals aim'd ? 172 
For oh it much imports you, 'us your all, 


To keep your Trade intire, intire the force, 
And honour of your Fleets; o'er that to watch, 
Even with a hand ſevere, and jealous eye. 176 


In intercourſe be gentle, generous, juſt, 
By wiſdom poliſh'd, and of manners fair 
But on the ſea be terrible, untam'd, 
Unconquerable fill : let none eſcape, 
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Who ſhall but aim to touch your glory there; 
Is there the man, into the lyon's den 
Who dares intrude, to ſnatch his young away ? 
And is a Briton ſciz'd? and ſciz'd beneath 
The ſlumbring terrors of a Britiſb Fleet? 188 
Then ardent riſe! Oh great in vengeance riſe! 
O'erturn the proud, teach rapine to reſtore: 

And as you ride ſublimely round the world, 

Make every veſlel ſtoop, make every ftate 

At once their welfare and their duty know. 190 

This is your glory; this your wiſdom ; this 

The native power for which you were defign'd 

By fate, when fate deſign'd the firmeſt ſtate, 

That e'er was ſeated on the ſubject ſea 

A ſtate, alone, where Liberty ſhould live, 

In theſe late times, this evening of mankind, 

When Atbent, Rome, and Carthage are no more, 

The world almoſt in flaviſh ſloth diſſolv'd. 

For this, theſe rocks around your coaſt were thrown; | 

For this, your oaks, peculiar harden'd, ſhoot 200 
= Strong 


195 
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Strong into ſturdy growth; ſos this, your hearts, 
Swell with a ſullen courage, growing ftill | 
As danger grows; and ſtrength, and toil for this 
Are liberal pour d o'er all the fervent land. 
Then cheriſh this, this unexpenfive power, 205 
Undangerous to the. puhlick, ever prompt, 
By laviſh Nature thruft into. your hand : 
And, unencumber'd with the bulk immenſe 
Of conqueſt, whence huge empires roſe, and fell, 
Self-cruſh'd, extend your reign from ſhore to ſhore, 
Where er the wind your high beheſts can blow, 
And fix it deep on this eternal baſe. 212 
For ſhould the fliding fabrick once give way, 
Soon ſlacken d quite; and paſt recovery broke, 

It gathers ruin as it rolls along, 215 
Stcep-ruſhing down to that devouring gulph, 

And ſhould the big redundant flood of Trade, 
n which ten thouſand thouſand Labours join 
Their ſeyeral currents, till the boundleſs tide 220 
Rolls 
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Rolls in a radiant deluge. oer the land, 
Should this bright ſtream, the leaſt infleted, point 
Its courſe another way, o'er other lands 
The various treaſure would reſiſtleſs pour, 
Ne'er, to he won again; its antient tract 
Left a vile channel, deſolate, and dead, 
Wich all around a miſerable waſte. 
Not Eg ypt, were, her better heaven, the Nile 
Turn'd in the pride of flow; when o'er his rocks, 
And roaring cataracts, beyond the reach 230 
Of dizzy viſion pil'd; in one wide flaſh 
An Ethiopian deluge foams amain ; 

( Whence wond'ring fahle trac'd him from the sk 
Even not that prime of carth, where harycſts crowd 
On unit d harxelts, al dne teeming; her, 235 
If of che fat o/arflgwing culture rbb d, 
Were then a more uncomfortable wild, 
Steril, and, void 4, than of her trade depriv d, 
Britons, .your. boaſted iſſe: her Princes ſunk; 
| Her 
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Her high-built honour moulder d to the duſt; 1240 
Unnery'd her force; her ſpirit vaniſh 'd ne? - 
With rapid wing her riches fled away ; 

Her unfrequented ports alone the ſign 

Of what ſhe was; her Merchants ſcatter'd wide; 
Her hollow ſhops ſhut up; and in her ſtreets, 245 
Her fields, woods, markets, villages, and roads, 
The cheerful voice of labour heard no more. 


Oh let not then waſte Luxury impait 
That manly ſoul of toil, which ſtrings your nerves 
And your own proper happineſs creates! 250 


Oh let not the ſoft, penetrating plague 

Creep on the free-born mind! and working there, 
With the ſharp tooth of many a new-form'd want, 
Endleſs, and idle all, eat out the heart 

Of Liberty; the high conception blaſt; 255 
The noble ſentiment, th impatient ſeom 

Of baſe ſabjeQion, and the ſwelling wiſh 
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For general good, erazing from the mind : 
While nought fave narrow Selfiſhneſs ſucceeds, 
And low deſign, the ſeaking paſſions all 266 
Let looſe, and reigning in the rankled breaft. 
Induc'd at laſt, by ſcarce-perceiy' d degrees, 


Sapping the very frame of government, 
And life, a total diſſolution comes; : 


Sloth, ignorance, dejection, flattery, fear, 265 © 
Oppreſſion raging o'er the waſte he makes; 

The human being almoſt quite extinct; 

And the whole ſtate in broad Corruption ſinks. 

| Oh ſhun that gulph: that gaping ruin ſhun! 

And countleſs ages roll it far away 270 
From you, ye heayen-beloy'd! may Liberty, 
The light of life! the ſun of human kind! hs 
 Whence Heroes, Bards, and Patriots borrow flame, 
own where the keen depreſſive North deſcends, 
Still ſpread, exalt, and actuate your powers! 275 
While flayiſh Southern climates beam in vain. 

Aud may a publick ſpirit from the Throne, 
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Where every Virtue fits, go copious forth 
Live o'er the land! the finer Arts inſpire ; 279 
Make thoughtful Science raiſe his penſive head, 
Blow the freſh Bay, bid Induſtry rgoice, 
And the rough Sons of loweſt Labour ſmile. 
As when, profuſe of Spring, the looſen'd Welt 
Lifts up the pining year, and balmy breathes 254 
Youth, life, and love, and beauty o'er the world, 


But haſte we from theſe melancholly ſhores, 
Nor to deaf winds, and waves, our fruitleſs plaint 
Pour weak; the country claims our adtive aid; 
That let us roam; and where we find a ſpark 
Of publick virtue, blow it into flame. 290 


And now my Bos the fins of freedom! meet 


In awful ſenate; ebither let us fly; 


| Burn in the Patriot's thought, flow from his tongue 


In fearleſs truth; myſelf, transform'd, preſide, 
And ſhed the ſpi _ of Brizentia round, * 
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